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Get with Cavalcade's 


second big contest 


BUST THE BANK! $500 


See page 4 for complete 
details about how you 
can strike it rich. 


GAMES 
VIRGINS PLAY 

You can't make it big 
with these girls if you 
don’t know the rules. 


Wild New Campus Fad 

-THE SEX EXCHANGE 


THE DEATH MERCHANTS 

Five years after Kennedy was 
murdered with an army surplus 
rifle, weapons dealers still 
make millions in grisly trade. 


TOKYO 
AFTER DARK 


If you want to find out 
how much sex is too much 
—this is the place. 




BUST THE BANK! 

$500 CASH PRIZES! 


Here’s How You Can . . . 

Make It Big In The Cavalcade Girl-Stakes! 


GUESS THE VITAL STATISTICS OF THESE 
FIVE CAVALCADE BEAUTIES AND WIN THE 
FOLLOWING PRIZES: 



Ail entries will be judged according 
to earliest postmark. Editor's 
decisions are final. 

See all our great girls inside. 

When you have completed your 
entry, tear off this page 
and mail to THE EDITOR, 
CAVALCADE MAGAZINE, 185 
Madison Avenue, New York, 

N.Y. 10016 



1 100% SCORE 

2 75%-99% SCORE 
« 3 50%-75% SCORE 


$100 (1 Prize) 

$ 50 (4 Prizes) 
$ 25 (8 Prizes) 


Address 

City & State 

I am over 21 


jng dotted lin< 
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schoolboy, and confesses to 
being a bit of a Puritan, a fact 
that is not hard to accept since 

uses profanity. Sam Cummings 
is also the world’s number one 
private dealer in munitions. 

in instruments of destruction. 

According to the New York 
Times, his warehouses in Alex- 
andria, Virginia, which occupy 
over 100,000 square feet, stock 

50.000 pistols, 600,000 rifles, 

10.000 machine guns, and 
100,000,000 cartridges. His 
London warehouses, though less 
well stocked, still contain ap- 
proximately 300,000 other as- 
sorted weapons. 

rivals anything in the realm of 
espionage fiction. The nerve cen- 
ter consists of four rooms in 
his palatial 14-room apartment, 
the residential part of which he 
shares with a Swiss wife and 
twin daughters. 

Dominating his private office 
are an 18th century British can- 
non, a 16th century German 
suit of armor, a map of the 
world, and numerous photo- 
graphs of munitions being un- 
loaded under the delighted gaze 
of high-ranking brass. Security 
is a matter of top priority. All 
correspondence is carefully 
coded. Interoffice phone calls are 
frowned upon as dangerous, and 
Telex between branch offices is 
verboten, and the military secrets 
hidden away in his private files 
would probably cause an epi- 
demic of executions around the 
world if all the sources were 

eV Sittlng B lUce e a U spider at the 
center of a vast, world wide 
web, Cummings employs 200 
persons as far as he will admit, 
and has 17 affiliated firms and 
subsidiary companies. Every 
major capital and a number of 
minor ones have undercover 
agents onhispayroll. Theirfunc- 
tion is to keep him fully appraised 
at all times of situations which 
will enable him to conclude pro- 
fitable deals. On this subject the 
New York Titties spelled it out 
bluntly, saying, "Many of these 
are retired generals or high civil 
servants with entrees to their 
12 
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dent Sukar 
To have inherited the mantle 
of the late Zaharoff has required 
a lifetime of preparation. But 
like so many careers, Sam Cum- 
mings’ began by accident. When 

old rusty machine gun by a 
kindly old American Legionairc, 
a veteran of World War I, who 
feared that the 1918 rumble real- 
ly was the last one. This started 
a chain reaction and by the 
time that Sam was drafted in 
1945 he knew more about wea- 
pons than the combined Allied 
high command. After his tour 
of duty he travelled all over 
Europe, visiting every battle site 
he could, in order to soak up 
some of the atmosphere of what 
he had missed during the shoot- 
ing. There was so much dis- 
carded military hardware lying 
around that the poor lad almost 
went ape. "The tanks,” he re- 
called had that new car smell. 
All they needed was a battery 
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re than the sensitive 
youth could stand. Returning 
to the United States he finished 
college, forever haunted by night- 
mares of all those beautiful wea- 
pons being rendered impotent 
and destroyed. A weaker man 
might have cracked under the 
strain, but not Sam Cummings. 
He made up his mind to do 
something about it. So after a 
short stint in the employ of the 
CIA he went to work for a private 
munitions firm. After two years 
as a salesman he managed to 
save a few dollars, 25,000 to 

ness for himself. He began buy- 
ing surplus weapons in Europe 
because by now he was able to 
back up his specialized knowl- 
edge with cash. 

Before long he became the 
largest dealer in American fire- 
arms. He wouldbuy in wholesale 
lots and if necessary, recondition 


in a similar fashion. Eventually 
he reached the point where he 
could undersell the U.S. govern- 
ment on much ofitsownsurplus. 
Thus today, he can sell a World 
War II reconditioned Browning 
.50 caliber machine gun for 
$265.00 while Uncle Sam sells 
them for $750.00. 

Today of course, Cummings 
is in the big leagues. He still 
sells anti tank guns to sports- 
men, like the satisfied customer 
in Arizona who wrote back about 
his enthusiasm in using them 
to get rabbits. (The 20 mm anti 
tank gun is not terribly efficient 
when employed for rabbit hunt- 
ing, but recent newspaper reports 
have indicated that it is highly 
effective in blasting through 
walls when robbing banks) His 
real profits, which have made 

aire, come from the heavy stuff. 
Before the late dictator of the 
Dominican Republic, Trujillo, 
was gunned down, Cummings 
sold him 26 Swedish Vampire 
jets for a reported $3,500,000, 
and his biggest single transac- 

half of negotiations and dealings 
with three nations, grossed him 
$20,000,000. 

A great deal of his business 
results from his acting as a 
broker for the United States gov- 
ernment in disposing of un- 
working strictly on his own. 
Travelling constantly, calling on 
friendly neighboring, and some- 
times fairly distant dictators and 
other chiefs ofstateSamuelCum- 
mings is his own best salesman. 

A realisttothecore, Cummings 
is convinced that the munitions 
business is the only one that 
will last forever. He is probably 
right. At this moment there are 
a number of competing special- 
ists marking time both in Hanoi 
and Saigon. When the shooting 
stops there is going to be a 
mad scramble for the surplus 
business, regardless of who 
winds up in the driver’s seat. 
If Sam Cummings doesn’t get 
the lion’s share of the deal, then 
it will mean he is losing his 
touch. Time will tell. 


Dolly Maclvers: 

“IF YOU HAVE TO COME ON 
STRONG, THEN YOU’D BETTER 
NOT DO IT!” 
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GAMES UIRGINS PLAY 


Leonard Gaddis 



No matter what they tell you 
about the Sexual Revolution, 
virginity or lack of it still 
remains vitally important to 
a large number of people who 
should know better. Be honest 
now — how do you feel about it? 










TOKYO AFTER DARK 


Forget all that rubbish you 
read in the travel folders. 
The real Tokyo doesn't even 
begin to swing until the sun 
goes down. If you want to 
store up some beautifully 
erotic memories, this is the 
place. 

Topless Ginza eats 



Some of the shount they stage in 
Tokyo would he banned in Paris, 
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Using back projection, Tokyo 
cabarets can put on wild stunts. 
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Clara DeMed< 




AFTER MOON AND 
JUNE- WHAT HAVE 
YOU? 
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" "It'all started” says the lady 


me a Go Go dancer instead, money, 
he point, cousin? 'Course ®’ s f V n 

ion't, but that's because 
Jon't know these creative 
— mysterious but fun! 
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area or sometimes even take off 
and hitch through the midwest. 
What a life!” 

But the Beat Generation started 
breaking up. Some got married; 
some got jobs and some went 
to jail —what was to become of 
the lovely lady poet Clara 
DeMede? 

Since poets don't make money 
and Go Go dancers do make 
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GIRL 
WITH A 
VERY 
SPECIAL 
PROBLEM 


Everyone always wants to be 
rich, it seems— except someofthe 
people who are rich like very 
pretty Lynn Allen. Lynn says, 
"It’s a drag. Believe me, it's a 
drag. After a while everything 
gets boring. Parties, parties, par- 
ties, country club affairs, dinners, 
maids, butlers— forget it. Look, 
I’m twenty and I’ve been to 
Europe seven times. And I have 
to go again in another month 
just because it’s the right thingto 
do— just because my family is 
expected. Paris, London, Geneva 
—forget it. I’d rather be with 
the kids at some local drive-in, 
but I know they’d think I was 
putting them on or they’d think 
I was "slumming.” 

These don’t seem like very 
big problems, but to Lynn they 


are tremendous. She's missed 
her childhood^ she's missed her 

lege she had to act "proper” 
just so her parents wouldn’t get 
a bad name. 

"Look,” she says, "when I was 

fancy boarding school in Con- 
necticut. All the girls were just 
like myself, from very rich fami- 
lies, but most of them dug the 
school and dug wearing cash- 
mere sweaters and fur coats. 
When I showed up in dungarees 
the head mistress almost fainted. 
"Lynn,” she said, "how dare 
you, and coming from a family 
like yours.” 

Then college— the same thing 
again, these snippy rich girls 
in their "outfits” But the sum- 
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Alice Cullen: 

JUST BACK FROM 
THE PEACE CORPS 
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Maria Hummel: GIRL 



You can take the girl out 
of the circus but you can't 
take the circus out of the 
girl, as Maria Elena learned 
when she quit the Big Top and 
settled down in Madrid. One 
of these days she'll be back 
under the bright lights and 
the show really will go on. 



















YOU CAN DO IT 
WITH ONE FINGER 


If you think wet paint 
is dangerous, then stay 
away from this swinging 
gal when her sexy decals 
are dry. For art lovers 
only, but aren't we all. 


A J 









Barbara Marco: 


“1984 WAS NEVER 
LIKE THIS” 



those glass and steel and plastic 
light-industry complexes in 
southern California. It’s a little 
like 1984-in-1968, but there are 
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ir condition- 
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world — or am I wrong?” 
bara knows she isn’t, and 
’s why shecan’thelpkidding 


"The company swears the TV 
ameras aren’t there to spy on 
s or anything,” Barbara says. 


, They 


! there 


errors in the work flow, to help 
us to become better and more 
efficient— there’s that word again 
—employees. .Still and all, they’re 
so solemn about it, I can’t help 
kidding them a 


"Oh s 


, I’ve had a 


m the personnel office 
about my 'facetious behavior,’ 
as they like to call it, but my 
joss is too big a wig for them 
:o do anything about it. Like fir- 



Meet a swinging executive secretary 
with a lively sense of humor who kids 
the boys with the horn-rimmed specs. 
Only a girl that good at her job could 
get away with it, but, anyway, who 
would want to get mad at a girl like 
Barbara. Certainly no one we know. 









THE SEX EXCHANGE 

Girl Swapping On Campus 


Hip college students are 
going one better than the 
wife swappers out in the 
suburbs. They’re swapping 
their girl friends.. . 


■'■‘IS 

..... , . ■ 1 




Clarence Nash 




Remember the days when col- 
lege students started fads the 
whole country eventually copied. 
Well, times have changed in at 
least one respect. Today’s 
campus citizens are taking a 
lesson from the older folks — 
those in their thirties and forties. 
Out in the well-barbered suburbs 
wife-swapping has been a cool 
fad for quite some time. It’s 
just starting to catch on with the 
campus crowd. There’s only one 
difference: the college stags don’t 
have wives, as a general rule, 
so they swap their steady girl- 
friends. If you ask them, "Is 
this any way to rim a campus?” 
—they will answer unanimously, 
"You bet it is.” 

Most of our crazy national 
fads start in California. You 
know— surfing, nutburgers, dog 
cemeteries. And, of course, wife 
swapping. It must be the climate. 
Anyway, trading girlfriends for 
the night started on the Golden 
State campuses, and now it’s a 
big thing all over the U.S. of A. 
As a source of entertainment it 
has made bed-rolling and tele- 
phone booth cramming com- 
pletely obsolete. 

College officials know what’s 
going on, but there isn’t much 
they can do about it. Even if 
they could put an end to this 
new and interesting custom, they 

another series of campus riots. 
Youth will have its way, even 
if it has to throw rocks and 
blockade police cars to get it. 
The Berkley riots were all mixed 
up with political liberty. Just 
think what might happen if the 
double-domes in the administra- 
tion offices tried to get in the way 
of sexual liberty. 

In a way, girlfriend swapping 
was inevitable. Modern college 
students get everything they 
want, so they’re bored. They’re 
always ready to try something 
new. Ordinary boy-girl sex on 
campus, or off it, has become 
so routine that everybody takes 
it for granted. "Going steady 
with one girl is like being mar- 
ried, man,” is the way one beard- 
ed and biue-jeaned lad expressed 
his opinions to Jesse Wing, a 


West Coast writer. "After a while 
it gets to be a drag. If you stand 
still, you’re dead, dad. Variety 
is the spice, as the man said.” 

Maybe you think the girls 
don’t like it. They do, or at least 
they say they do, because what 
campus chick wants to be pegged 
as square. College girls get just 
as bored as the boys. After all, 
when you’ve tried peace march- 
ing, civil rights riots, stoning the 
cops, imitating Joan Baez, mari- 
juana, pep pills, ether sniffing, 
and ordinary sex— what else is 
there left to do. Russian roulette 
and free-fall sky-diving are al- 
ready as dated as the rumble 

night just had to come along. 

Maybe you’re old enough to 
remember the innocent campus 
"orgies” of yesteryear when the 
gang got together to drink 
Chianti and read bad poetry in 
a candlelit room. They were do- 
ing that in the Chicago bohemian 
section more than thirty years 
ago. Once in a while some free 
spirit would exclaim, "Why 
don’t we all take off our clothes.” 
Sometimes they did, but usually 
it was too cold or some of the 
gang chickened out at the last 
moment. One way or the other, 
they never really got going in 
those bygone days. 

By today’s standards, these 
oldtime campus bohemians were 
completely, utterly, hopelesssly 
square. Like Rip Van Winkle, 
they would be wildly confused if 
they happened to stumble by 
accident into a group of modem 
girl swappers. The girl swappers 
don’t need the oldtime props — 
poetry, candlelight, incense— to 
get with it. Nobody has to tell 
them to take off their clothes. 
They do it just as casually as 
the old married folks out in 
the suburbs. Maybe they’reeven 
cooler about the whole scene. 
Anyway, they don’t make such a 
big thing out of it. And they’re 
never embarrased in the 
morning. 

It’s impossible to pinpoint the 
college where girl-swapping first 
started. Even if we knew, 
it wouldn’t be right to cast the 
first stone. Jesse Wing, the first 


social commentatortocatchonto 
the new campus trend, thinks 
it was rather like a case of spon- 
taneous combustion. Sort of like 
the two inventors, at different 
ends of the world, who whip up 
some new gadget without either 
of them being aware of the other’s 
existence. Down in Florida a 
certain posh college claims to 
have beaten California to the 
draw, but that’s probably just 
another example of the old 
rivalry between the two states. 
No matter who invented the 
routine, it is now an established 
way of life in the halls of ivy. 

It works this way: If you’re 
a swinger, then naturally you’ve 
been sleeping with some steady 
girlfriend. Perhaps even two or 
three "steady” girlfriends. Like 
the beard-nik student told Jesse 
Wing, it gets to be something 
of a drag, even if you like the 
the girl, or girls, as the case 
may be. It’s too much like the 
split-level, second mortgage, 
PTA, station wagon scene. It is 
definitely un-hip. So what does a 
fellow do? He talks over the 
emotional hang-up with some of 
the other guys, who have come 
to much the same conclusions, 
and they decide to make a break 
with the corny one boy/one girl 
tradition. That’s a start. 

Naturally the girls must be 
consulted. That’s only fair in 
this age ofthe feminine mystique. 
The grab-them-by-the hair 
Brando approach doesn’t work 
too well with the chicks who iron 
their hair and have arrest rec- 
ords for civil disobedience. But 
if you talk, they listen. In their 
world a new idea is as attractive 
as a jewelry store to an old 
man’s mistress. A few years ago 
they talked about "self expres- 
sion” when they really meant 
"sex.” Today, they just talk 
about sex when they mean sex. 
It makes it easier to get to the 
heart of the matter. 

The most swinging group will 
always contain a few secret 
squares, who don’t.dig the swap 
shop, but these are easily weed- 
ed out and sent to campus limbo, 
where they must do penance be- 
fore they are ready and willing 










word for stranger. So in such 
a place a GI who’s only half- 
hip doesn’t stick out like a sore 
thumb. Honolulu’s a GI heaven, 
the proverbial home away from 
home— but with more than one 

What is there for GIs to come 
"home” to? 

dirls— thousands of them! 
They buzz in and out of the city 
to and from the mainland by the 


The serviceman on R & R should 
stay away from Honolulu because 
this is one town where a guy 
can get just about anything ex- 
cept rest and recuperation. Just 
name your pleasure— any pleasure 
—and you'll find it in Hawaii. 





TARZAN NEVER HAD A 
JANE LIKE THIS 



‘Jane Fonda, that is. 
When you wind up our 
No. 1 Sex Symbol she 
drives men out of their 
cotton-pickin' minds. 
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'All Rights, Girls, 
Take It 

From The Top.” 
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MODERN SEX 
TECHNIQUES 



NEW FIGURE PHOTOS 
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CLARA . 

CURIOUS ? 



FANTASTIC FOREIGN 

SALE NUDIST MAGAZINES 



OGEES. CH VILLAGE BOOKS 
PO BO* 2??. COOPER S'ATION 
NEW YORK. N Y ICOOi 

















A JUNKIE DAY IN 

Drug addicts from all over the 
world flock to the British capital 
to take advantage of liberal nar- 
cotics laws which allow junkies to 

LONDON TOWN 

get a legal fix whenever they need 
it. Does the system help people 
already addicted or does it create 
new addicts? The answer is that it 
seems to do both. These exclusive 


photos reveal the nightmare world 
of Needle City. 













WHAT DO THESE CHAMPIONS 
HAVE IN COMMON... WITH YOU? 



THIS IS AN OUTRIGHT GIFT. . .YOU'RE UNDER NO OBLIGATION ... NOTHING TO BUY! 




